CHAPTER     SEVENTEEN
tisements for something, so I bent down to see what
was written on them. There was a fascination in the
idea of an entire coast line littered with these blue
baubles, even if the men who had sent them floating
over the waves were animated by no higher purpose
than selling beans. But as I examined the balloons,
I found them to be devoid of any printing matter
whatever, for they were not balloons at all. They
were jellyfish*
I am beginning this chapter with chameleons and
jellyfish for two very simple reasons. The first reason
is because the chameleon and the jellyfish represent,
to perfection, the male and female types of the most
typical Palm Beachers. The women change their
clothes, their husbands, and their opinions much
more rapidly than the chameleon changes its colour*
And the men - well, one need only stroll along the
beach on a sunny morning to see them spread
around, in red and shapeless masses, waiting for
somebody to sting.
The second reason why I introduce the chameleon
and the jellyfish is in order to create the atmosphere
of the tropics without which it is impossible to under-
stand Palm Beach.
When you read about Palm Beach in the average
book of memoirs, when you see it portrayed in the
movies, or satirized in the theatre, you receive only a
blurred impression of sumptuous hotels, superbly
dressed women, cocktail parties, bathing dresses, and
cabarets* But unless you realize that all these things
are set against a tropical background the whole affair
becomes a meaningless orgy,
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